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Windchimes 


There’s something wrong with Maxwell Spinrad. 

It’s not the fact that his hair is going grey at the temples. 
That prospect is actually helping him, bringing in more viewers as 
he ages into a silvery, mature persona. It’s also not the fact that he 
spends his weekends and holidays avoiding his house, preferring 
to live and die in the sanctity of the newsroom underneath the 
warm lights and cameras. 

“There’s something wrong with Maxwell Spinrad.” Au¬ 
tumn’s mother says to her, the evening before her internship 
starts. They are working together in their cramped kitchen to 
make dinner, bumping into one another over and over while paw¬ 
ing through shelves and drawers for supplies. At one point, Au¬ 
tumn’s head runs into some decorative wind chimes hanging from 
the ceiling, causing both the girl and the metal bars to ciy out. 

“Why do we even have these hanging here?” Autumn asks, 
rubbing her head in a spot that causes her hair to disobey the 
hairspray that held it down. “It’s not like there’s wind inside. ” 

“They’re pretty,” her mother replies, “like you are. You need 
to be careful about that. Do you understand?” 

Autumn holds her tongue, opting to nod instead. They 
eat their meal together in silence, facing a television that plays a 
happy pastel game show. In an hour, Channel 7 News would play, 
and Maxwell Spinrad would relay the day’s news to an audience 
of a few thousand watchers, tuned in from their homes stationed 
around the town. When she cleans her plate, Autumn retreats into 
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the bathroom, attempting to take a shower. Halfway through, the 
dram begins to regurgitate an inky black liquid, forcing her to 
step out to grab a plunger, wondering what she just saw. 

# # # 

Perhaps the thing wrong with Maxwell Spinrad is that he’s 
too perfect. 

He is a news machine, taking emotionless teleprompter 
words, swallowing them, re-arranging them into sonorous lulla¬ 
bies, repacked for normal and eveiyday use. Autumn gets to see 
this directly, on her first day as an intern. The entire crew shuf¬ 
fles behind the scenes unplugging and replugging wires, pressing 
buttons, readying video clips. Maxwell Spinrad is still, sitting at 
his desk, waiting for the program to return for its final minutes. 
Autumn is also static among the sea of movement, hoping that 
someone will direct her, give her an instruction. For a second, the 
two lock eyes. 

“You’re the new intern, right? Could you do a coffee run for 
me, please?” 

His voice is like chocolate being poured. It’s impossible to 

resist. 

There’s a coffee place ten minutes walking distance from 
the station, and a ten minute line has accrued, but Autumn comes 
back triumphantly with a cup, switching hands often as to not 
burn the pads on her fingertips. Within minutes, Maxwell Spin- 
rad has downed the drink, and is asking for more, sliding money 
on the glass reporting desk towards her. 

“You can’t be serious,” Autumn says. 

“I’ll show you something cool,” Maxwell Spinrad says, “If 
you do this for me. Nobody else on the staff will get me more than 
three cups a day.” 

“Because it’s bad for you?” 

She makes another trip, and returns with more coffee. Max- 
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well Spinrad drinks this batch as quickly as he did with the last. 
Content, he wraps up his nightly run as he does every night- he 
stares directly into the cameras, the souls of the viewers, and gives 
his signature sign olf: “Thank you for your time tonight. ” 

For the first time all day, Maxwell Spinrad stands from his 
desk. His suit exaggerates his body features, adding extra sharp 
spots to an otherwise average body. He motions for Autumn to 
follow, and she obliges, taking soft footsteps as to not disturb the 
film crew. 

The storage room in the far back of the studio is musty, 
everything covered by a sheen of dust. The shelves are lined with 
boxes, and wires, and boxes holding wires, and broken equipment 
forgotten in time, and even occasionally an aged promotional 
poster. It hurt to breathe, but Autumn did it anyway. Something 
is placed in her hands, and Autumn is forced to inspect it. There’s 
a lens poking out in one direction, and in the other direction, a 
pixelated screen. 

“It’s a camcorder,” Maxwell Spinrad says, “Actually, it’s my 
camcorder. I was a part of the AV club in high school.” 

Autumn fumbles with her words, eventually coming up with 
a sentence. “Oh! I’m a part of my AV club too. I actually brought 
it back to life after it went dead for a few years.” 

Maxwell Spinrad smiles, and for the first time, something 
feels off, wrong, even. The smile feels broken, jagged, like some¬ 
one had glued it together after falling off of a shelf. 

“Made a lot of home videos with that thing. I know it’s old, 
but you should do the same.” 

Autumn shrugs off the feeling, and thanks Maxwell Spinrad 
for the gift. She packs it into her backpack, heading home for the 
night. 

She sets up the camcorder in the corner of the living room 
that night, placing it on a tripod. Surprisingly, after charging 
the batteries, it lights up immediately, ready to record. Pressing 


3 


Windchimes 

a button, she runs into the center of the room, cheery smile and 
stretched out arms included. 

“This is Autumn MacNell, reporting on today’s news! Now 
remember, Channel 7 is bringing you the best and most accurate 
news for the Goldlake region...” 

Autumn begins listing off the day’s events, behind a foldable 
wooden television tray. She has all of the excitement and none of 
the tact of Maxwell Spinrad, but with enough practice, enough 
heart, that could be fixed. With enough time, anything could be 
perfected, fine tweaked into greatness. Sometime between prat¬ 
tling off the basketball scores, she has to pause. A faint static 
has filled the air, causing her to choke up, and she doesn’t know 
where it’s coming from. Autumn searches the room for some 
device that would be making the crackle, but turns up empty. The 
sound fades in a few minutes anyway, leaving her to her thoughts. 

The next few months are more of the same, with little ex¬ 
ception. Autumn would attend school, rush home to do her home¬ 
work, and return to intern at the television station. Most often, 
Maxwell Spinrad is begging, pleading for coffee in between the 
commercial breaks. Autumn begins to buy coffee for herself as 
well, upping her dose of caf feine from a small cup to an extra 
large over the course of a season, nearly matching the size of 
Maxwell Spinrad’s cup. During her own times of calm, Autumn 
takes to the the refuge of the camcorder, recording her own hap¬ 
penings throughout the day. Regardless of time or place or events, 
the static comes back, louder and longer than the previous times. 
It drowns out the rest of her hearing, consuming the information 
before she has a chance to listen. After a while, it begins to pop up 
when she doesn’t record, muting her world and the events around 
it. She debates going to a doctor, but upon picking up the phone 
to make an appointment, the static sharpens, leaving her deaf. 
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# * # 

There’s something wrong with Autumn MacNell. 

She has stopped sleeping. On occasions, such as an im¬ 
portant test being due, or the loss of her goldfish, she sat awake, 
working until the sun came up once more. This night, as well as 
every night for the past two weeks, she has stayed awake, un¬ 
able to simply close her eyes, to spend the next few hours in an 
unmatched slumber. Autumn hasn’t felt the need for sleep, only 
a stronger and stronger craving for caffeine. On the fourteenth 
night without any rest, she pages through television channels, 
looking for anything interesting enough to take her mind off of 
the fact that going fourteen days without sleep is simply and un¬ 
doubtedly unthinkable. She stops, pausing on the midnight news, 
finding herself staring at Maxwell Spinrad’s face tell the stoiy 
of today. From what she can tell, he never takes a day off, never 
takes a break. If it were possible, he probably doesn’t even sleep. 

Something clicks within Autumn’s head. She begins to 
sneak outside, to drive to a familiar warm place with warm lights. 
She turns to leave, and behind her, in the kitchen, the chimes be¬ 
gin to let out soft noises, on their own, without the wind to cariy 
them. 

Like she expected, he is there. 

It is midnight, and Maxwell Spinrad is reheating some 
leftovers in the news station’s microwave, staring absentmindedly 
at the rotating plate inside. The sound of the door clicking shut 
startles him, and he turns, to see Autumn crossing her arms. 

“Don’t you have a family to go home to?” 

Maxwell Spinrad smiles, and Autumn comes to realize that 
the smile is not wrong or broken, just obscuring something deep¬ 
er. 

“I don’t recall, Autumn. Tell me, what’s going on? ” 

Autumn pauses, and then divulges into a rant. Her words 
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are pointed, better expressed than ever before. “I can’t sleep. I 
haven’t needed to for days. There’s a nonstop ringing in my ears. 
The wind chimes inside are moving without any wind. I can’t 
keep this up. This was all brought up by your stupid camcorder. I 
know it. I can feel it.” 

“That’s so funny that you mentioned the wind chimes. ” 
Maxwell Spinrad says, letting the microwave run out of time, let¬ 
ting it beep without repercussion. “Wind chimes are just, a vessel. 
Without something more important, like the wind, telling them 

the information, they’re just silent, and empty, and they’re noth- 

• » 

mg. 

Maxwell Spinrad forgets his plate altogether, and begins to 
leave, forcing Autumn to follow. “What the fuck is going on?” She 
asks, her voice no longer sounding like hers. 

“That’s not very newscaster of you.” Maxwell Spinrad says, 
nearing the storage room. “You’ve been chosen. And I can’t help 
you. And I’m so sorry.” 

“Chosen.” 

He enters the stuffy room of boxes, and Autumn follows. 
Unlike last time, her breaths are clean, unconstricted. The static 
ringing in her ears fades completely, and for once, she’s able to 
focus. His hair over the past few months had continued to whiten, 
more strands of brrghtness poking from the jet black then before. 

“Report to me the day’s events. You’ve been practicing for a 
while, haven’t you? You’ve gotten good at it. ” 

“How do you kno--” Autumn goes to speak, but the static 
returns, unrelenting. She has to take a seat in a three legged chair 
in the corner, letting it wobble under her weight. 

“Tell me what happened today.” The chocolate voice says. 
She wants to resist, to leave, to go home and pretend to sleep the 
night away. But something deeper in her begins to stir, and her 
words begin to spill from her mouth unwillingly. 

“There was an... an accident today. On interstate 102. A 
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guy driving a Ford was T-boned, causing a seven car pileup. Uh, 
well, the witnesses said that it was the worst thing they’ve ever 
seen.” 

Maxwell Spinrad, who stares intently at the girl, begins to 
gag. Autumn stops to help him, but he holds his palm out in her 
face. “I’m fine,” he says. There’s something wrong with Maxwell 
Spinrad. “Keep going.” 

“There was also a protest at Nary High School today. One 
of the teachers was put on leave for allegedly flying a communist 
flag as a part of a social experiment. It managed to shut down the 
school for half of a day.” 

Maxwell Spinrad retches again. His face looks pained, a 
drop of sweat accumulating and dropping from his nose. 

“After 6 days missing, they finally found that lost hiker 
today. Rescuers used several search animals, and after locating his 
scent—” 

Maxwell Spinrad, no, Maxwell, no, Max, heaves one more 
time, only for something to come up. He opens his mouth, and 
something begins to drip out. It’s some sort of sticky, inky black 
substance that creates a splat among the floor. He promptly 
straightens himself out. His hair was now entirely white, as if the 
thing he threw up in the corner was coloring it in the first place. 
The blackness on the floor begins to move, inching towards Au¬ 
tumn. Max begins to speak, his teeth and gums stained by the 
shadows. The voice that comes from him is no longer what it used 
to be, a shell of itself, wimpy and whiny and scratching. Autumn, 
too overcome by the static of the universe and the void itself, 
couldn’t hear it anyway. 

“You’re too perfect. It’s chosen you. I’m sorry.” he repeats 
over and over, as the blackness comes ever closer. When it is all 
said and done, the static disappears, and Autumn MacNell is able 
to speak again. But it is not her voice. 
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